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which sings the crisis itself, were the cele-
bration of waiting). Whereas in modern
art, whether in Japan or Europe, "vitality "
(is not that the great word of the studios ?),
the energy, that is to say, which is under
the command of our common moments,
sings, laughs, chatters or looks its busy
thoughts.
Certainly we have here the Tree of Life
and that of the knowledge of Good and
Evil which is rooted in our interests, and
if we have forgotten their differing virtues
it is surely because we have taken delight
in a confusion of crossing branches. Tragic
art, passionate art, the drowner of dykes,
the confounder of understanding, moves us
by setting us to reverie, by alluring us
almost to the intensity of trance. The
persons upon the stage, let us say, greaten
till they are humanity itself. We feel our
minds expand convulsively or spread out
slowly like some moon-brightened image-
crowded sea. That which is before our
eyes perpetually vanishes and returns again
in the midst of the excitement it creates,
and the more enthralling it is, the more
do we forget it*
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